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Friend, here is a secret muted, draped As Hymn-strophe pari passu with Time--Born-space and interlaced space-torn-Time In a thud-language with hope and breath caped Round the facades^of architecture shaped Beneath a polychromed lined sky's enzyme Frescoe'd with a gleam and silent chime, Of Blue Denebola adroitly wrapped. The emerald stone knows the theory Against the fast pride of the human soul, With an ethic of a ritual reverie Showing me the smallness of my scale Chiding my evasion for me all to see, The anti-plastic and unpictorial soul.
xvra
I feel for the presentiment of secret charm; Now,Pm timid, despondent, new,vivid, Seeking a relation with what is hid. I fear the cataclasm of form, Its suppress'd adornment with hold of norm, Its mounting into the high-face-eye-lid Radiating thro' cilium a fencing grid •Of iridiscent light of pendant calm; Here days and nights are pageant pens of light, Inspiring me with a cavern ceiling; And under a showless richness webb'd bright Meaning the interior, the deep stealing Into a concentrate of Lotus'd rite! Will the sanctum disclose this quester's feeling?ay.turgic lay.n its reaches, as founder-factsirmament of faith apart.er daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
